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second Fiachra and Conn, twin sons. But at
the last birth Oova died. Again the wail went
forth, and Bov Derg, hearing it, sent Oifa as
wife to mother the babes of Oova. Lir cared
only for his children.

By night he kept them near him, and oft ere dawn was
grey ^

Hungry with love he rose, to lie down among his chil-
dren.

For a year Oifa nursed bitter jealousy. At
last she mounted into her chariot and came
to a place of Druids, and said, " Come, kill me
now this plague," but the Druids drove her
away. Then she carried the children into a
deep grove and drew her knife to kill them.
Conn looked up wondering and said, "Mother,
what means that knife?" "Wolves, wolves,"
she answered. The child whirled his sling and
said, "Lo, we are here; no wolf shall do thee
harm," and fearing to see their blood she
threw the knife away. They rode on and came
to Derryvarragh Lough. The afternoon was
very hot, and she bid them bathe. While they
were plunging about in the water she mut-
tered, pacing a Druid's maze upon the shore,
and raising her witch wand, smote the chil-
dren, "and they were seen no more, but on the
lake four swans beheld their plumes, amazed."
Over them she sang this doom: